:u                         STORM  OVER.  THE  LA NT)
Idled, wounded, and missing, die Confederate Army 28,000, Pickctt came
on: of it alive to write Hs Virginia girl: 'Your soldier lives and mounts and,
but fcr you, lie would rather, a million times-rather, be back there with his
dead to sleep for all time in an unknown grave.'
One tree in Hue of fire had 250 bullets in it, another tree no lead messengers
that missed human targets. Farmer Ruinmel's cow lane was piled with
tliirtv dead horses. Farmer Rummel found two cavalrymen, who had fought
afoot, killed each other and fallen with their feet touching, each with a
bloody sabre In his hand. A Virginian and a 3rd Pennsylvania man had fought
on horseback, hacking each other head and shoulders with sabres; they
clinched and their horses ran out from under them; they were found with
stiff and bloody fingers fastened in each other. The pegleg Confederate
General Ewell struck by a bullet, had chirped merrily to General John B.
Gordon: It don't hurt a bit to be shot in a wooden leg.*
Military experts studied 27,000 muzzle-loading muskets picked up on the
battlefield; 24,000 were loaded, one-half had two loads, many had ten loads;
arid the experts deduced that in the bloody work and the crying out loud
tliat day many soldiers lost their heads, loaded, forgot to fire, and then forgot
their muskets were loaded. Also they figured it out that each soldier in battle
fired away about Ms own weight in lead before he killed one of the opposition.
Where cannon and muskets had roared with sheets of flame on Cemetery
Ridge was a tall graveyard gate with a sign forbidding the use of firearms
out of respect to the dead and decently buried on the premises. The dead
on the battlefield lay where they had fallen during three days' fighting.
^Through the branches of the trees and among the gravestones in the ceme-
tery a shower of destruction crashed ceaselessly/ wrote one correspondent.
Companies of students from the Lutheran Theological Seminary and
from the Pennsylvania College of Gettysburg took a hand in the action. A
seventy-year-old farmer, John L. Burns, in a swallowtail coat with brass
buttons, joined up with the Iron Brigade, went under fire, amazed the
youngsters with his coolness, took three wounds and was carried to the rear.
When a Wisconsin sergeant asked Bums whatever made him step out into
the war without being enlisted, the old man, said 'the rebels had either
driven away or milked his cows and he was going to be even with them*.
A son oi Harriet Beecher Stowe was sent to the rear with bad wounds.
Joseph Revere, a grandson of the famous Paul Revere of Boston, was killed.
Confederate bayonets had taken Union cannon and Union bayonets had
retaken the cannon. Round Top, Little Round Top, Gulp's Hill, rang with
the yells of men shooting and men shot. Meadows of white daisies were
pockmarked with horse hoofs. Dead and wounded lay scattered in rows, in
little sudden piles, in singles and doubles, the spindrift of a storm wave.